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“So, what you're telling me, is the entire Siren mythos was based on 
something that really happened?” Teri asked John. 


“T believe so,” John said, as the two of them walked across the quad 
toward the University's research building. “Just because our primary sense 
is sight and everything we see and do takes place on a visual plane, it 
doesn't stand to reason that everything has to exist on the same plane. I 
mean, sound can take on many forms.” John took a bite of a taco, as they 
walked, eating on the run. He wanted to get back to work immediately. 


“You mean like music and talking, whistles and so on?” 


“Well, kind of,” he said between mouthfuls. “Think more on the order 
of the Doppler Effect.” 


“Oh, I know what you mean,” Teri said. “The farther away a train is 
as it comes closer to you with its whistle blowing, the closer the sound 
waves become. When it recedes from you, the farther apart the sound 
waves become.” 


“Right. The premise is, that sound exists in different consistencies. It's 
not a new idea, I know, but I believe that somewhere in all the realm of 
sound waves is a society of intelligent creatures or, at least, a group of 
pseudointelligent beings.” 


“Sounds far-fetched,” Teri said as they stopped in front of the door to 
the research building. John wolfed the rest of his taco down and smiled. 
“Was that a play on words?” he asked her. 


Teri laughed. “Sure,” she said. She kissed his cheek. “I'm glad you 
asked for my help. It was fun.” 


“Tt was my pleasure,” he said, touching his cheek with his fingers. “I 
mean, you have been very helpful. Thanks.” The kiss had caught him by 
surprise. “Maybe sometime I can convince you to come inside and see 
exactly what I am doing. I mean, if it doesn't bore you too much.” 


“Bore me?” she said. “You're not sitting back letting the world pass 
you by, John,” she said. “You're searching the unknown for something new 
and exciting. I'd love to see your work sometime and see exactly what 
you're using the disk for. Unfortunately, I have a music class to get to!” 


“Flute?” he asked. 

“Voice, today,” she laughed. 

“You are my siren,” he said, smiling. 

“Is that a good thing?” she asked as she walked away. 


“In my book, yes,” he assured her, watching her slender figure in her 
tight blue jeans and thick, dark hair. He shook his head for a moment. He 
was letting her walk away. “Say, uh, what are you doing tomorrow night?” 


“Why?” she asked, stopping and turning to face him. “Are you going 
to ask me out?” 


“Well, I, uh...” 


“How about I ask you out. I'll meet you here at seven o'clock. We'll 
go out for Mexican food, Dutch treat, okay?” 


“T don't mind paying...” 
“Not this time,” she said. “Maybe next time. Just don't stand me up.” 


“Not on a bet!” he assured her and watched as she turned and walked 
up the sidewalk. 


“Did someone pour her into those jeans?” 


John glanced to his side. Peter Reynolds stood next to him, watching 
Teri walk away from them. John smiled and shook his head. “I don't know. 
Maybe they're painted on.” 


“Did I hear her right?” Peter asked. “She asked you out?” 


“Yes,” John said opening the door so both of them could walk into the 
building. 


“What do you have that I don't have?” Peter asked, frowning. 
“Apparently, her,” John laughed. 
“And a sizable grant,” Peter added. “What's the plan for today?” 


“More communications. I want to scan a different area and try 
something unique.” 


“Different area?” Peter asked as they stopped in front of John's 
laboratory and slid his card through a scanner. Peter did the same and both 
passed through a security door, one at a time. 


“Yes. Let's send a signal across the Mediterranean area.” 

“Okay. Whatever floats your boat. What is the 'unique' part?” 
John pulled a disk from his coat pocket. “This is what's unique.” 
Peter glanced at the disk and shrugged. “Tell me more.” 

“Teri did this for me.” 


“And I am willing to bet that you want her to do a lot more for you 
than make a CD,” Peter laughed. 


John waved his words away. “Maybe so, but this disk is a greeting to 
whoever might be out there.” 


“We have that,” Peter said. 

“In Ancient Greek,” John added. 

“We have that, too.” 

“Tt's sung.” 

“Ah,” Peter said. “We don't have that.” 


“That's why Teri was the perfect person for this. She majors in music 
and minors in ancient languages. She was exactly what I needed.” 


“If she gets you out of this lab once a week, she's exactly what you 
need,” Peter suggested. 


“T love my work,” John argued. 
“You still need a social life.” 
“Why?” 

“Teri could be a good reason why.” 


John thought about Teri for a moment then nodded. “I see your point. 
She is an incredible woman.” 


“You should explore that a little further, then.” 


“T will. For now, Peter, let's concentrate on the project, shall we?” 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Peter said, turning to a few pieces of 
broadcasting equipment and flipping some power switches. “All work and 
no play makes Peter a dull boy.” 


“No work and all play makes Peter unemployed,” John reminded him. 


“As you keep reminding me,” Peter said as he sat down at a computer 
and began searching through possible connections. “We hardly even fence 
anymore,” Peter added. 


They had met on the fencing team in their freshmen year. Normally, 
they fenced three or four times a week, but not lately. “I promise you, we'll 
fence in the next couple days,” John assured him. 


“Good, because I don't want to get rusty. Once you get rusty, you 
don't want to fence anymore. When you don't want to fence, you lose your 
edge.” He glanced at John. “I am rambling, aren't I?” 


John smiled at Peter's words then sat down at another computer, 
slipped the disk into a drive and brought the file up. He pushed himself 
across the floor in his wheeled chair to another computer, set up receivers 
and interpreters then pushed himself back to the first computer. In 
moments he sat back in the chair and glanced at Peter. “I'm ready.” 


“We have a series of transmitters,” Peter told him. “It'll be ours for 
about five minutes. Send your message!” 


John pressed a button and the disk began playing a long, sorrowful 
wailing song in ancient Greek. John smiled as he heard Teri's voice, clear 
and pure. In his mind he could see it cascading across the Mediterranean 
land and seascape like a fog. He closed his eyes and listened, watching her 
sing. He had been in the studio when she had made the disk for him. She 
had sang acapella, creating the tune on the fly. She had mesmerized him 
with her voice and the feelings he had for her grew the more he listened. 
He had only just met her a few days before. Yet, his heart leaped every 
time he heard her voice. He would make a second copy of the disk for 
himself, just so he could listen to her at night before going to bed. He 
could hardly hide that she did something for him. 


“John!” Peter yelled. It was the second time he had yelled John's 
name. 


“What?” John asked, abruptly awakened from his daydream, sitting 
up in his chair and glancing at the computer. 


“The receiver!” Peter yelled, pointing to the other computer. John 
pushed himself across the room and stared into the monitor. The screen 
was filling with signals. 


“Oh, my God!” he whispered. “There are thousands of them!” 
“Tt's the motherlode,” Peter said over his shoulder. “You found them.” 


“Sirens exist,” John said. “They're talking to us.” 


John sat in his apartment, a stack of disks in front of him, a pair of 
headphones on his head. He was listening to what seemed like his 
thousandth message. It was clear and well-spoken, but all in song. He was 
certain, too, that it was all in ancient Greek. Teri might be willing to help 
him out with it. He opened his eyes and smiled. He had made contact, 
finally. Life was good. His eyes glanced across the disk player as it played 
his disk. His eyes passed over the LED clock. Seven-oh-three. He smiled 
and closed his eyes. He could spend all-night listening. Suddenly, he 
leaped to his feet, the earphones flying to the floor as they reached the 
limit of the cord. Heedless of the earphones, John ran out of the apartment 
and down the hall. In ten minutes, he was in sight of the research building. 
She wasn't there. He ran to the front doors. 


“Damn it,” he whispered angrily to himself. “Damn it,” he said again. 
“Busy?” 


John spun around and looked at Teri standing a dozen feet from him. 
He hurried toward her. “I am so sorry,” he apologized. “I lost track of time 
and I forgot what today was and I had such a great break in my research 
and there were so many disks to go through and I was so excited and I 
wanted to hear everything and your voice and translation were beautiful 
not only to me but to the entities out there and thousands responded and 
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Teri laughed and placed a finger against his lips. “Breath,” she said. 


“And I am so sorry,” he said, weakly. 


“T understand,” she said, smiling. “It sounds as if I am lucky you 
arrived at all! I saw you running.” 


“T wouldn't have missed seeing you for the world, Teri. It's just that 
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“That this is what you have been trying to find for so long?” she 
asked. “I understand,” she assured him. “We can go out another time.” 


John stopped and took her by the arms. “No,” he said. “Look. You are 
wonderful and part of this is your doing. If I don't spend some time with 
you, Peter is right, I will miss out.” 


“T'm not in a hurry and I am not a butterfly,” she assured John. 


“Maybe not, but you are sweet and I would be a fool if I let someone 
else step in line in front of me.” He frowned. “Am I saying too much?” 


“Probably,” she laughed. 


“Okay,” he said. “How about we change the date? Could you come to 
my home and listen to the disks with me? I know it's not exactly dinner 
out, but I could make dinner for us while you listen. I was hoping maybe 
you could lend some insight on what we are listening to.” 


“You cook?” 
“Yes,” he said. “I can cook.” 
“T don't believe that,” she said, “but I'll come anyway.” 


“Putting TV dinners into an oven is cooking, right?” he asked as they 
walked toward his apartment. 


“What?” 
“T'm just kidding,” he laughed. “How about some stir fry>?” 


“Tt better not come out of a can!” 


Teri sat on the carpeted floor with earphones on, listening to the 
sirens' songs on each disk. John sat down on the floor next to her and 


handed her a plate and a fork. He ate in silence, watching her eyes. Teri 
was mesmerized by the music. She set the plate down on the coffee table 
John had pushed to the side to give them more room. She was on the first 
disk. It would take weeks to go through them all. 

After an hour, John removed the headphones from her head. She 
rubbed her eyes and looked up at him. “That was something,” she said. 
“How's that stir-fry coming along?” 


John glanced at his empty plate sitting next to hers, still untouched. 
He frowned. So did she. 


“When did you bring those in?” she asked. 
“About an hour ago,” he said. 


“An hour ago?” I just started listening to this a few minutes ago.” Her 
eyes shot to the plates, poignantly to John's empty plate. She glanced at the 
window. It was dark. 


“You have been listening to this disk for a couple hours.” 
“That can't be right,” she said. 


John showed her his watch. “It was about seven-thirty when you sat 
down to listen.” 


“And it's almost nine-thirty now,” she said, thoughtfully. “It didn't 
seem like that much time had passed.” 


“What were they saying?” 


“Well, it's a jumble of voices. Their tunes are unique to each 
individual siren. They each have something to say. Some seek solace for 
times past, others for lost loved ones, still others for the company of a man 
or a woman.” 


“Like ghosts?” John asked. 


Teri shook her head. “No.” She thought for a moment. It's more like 
they're seeking something in their life and this is their way of 
communicating.” 


“Can you be more specific?” 


“Yes,” she said. “I'm hungry.” She picked up the plate and took a bite 
then looked at John and his outstretched hand. 


“Would you like that heated up?” 


She chewed the bite she had taken, slowly and nodded. “Stir-fry is not 
good cold,” she said around her mouthful of food. 


“Tt's certainly not pizza,” John agreed. 


The two of them walked into the kitchen. “It's as if they all want to 
talk with me,” she said as he pushed the contents of her plate into the wok. 
She began to stir it as it heated up. “They want something from me.” 


“Such as?” 
“Most of them want company.” 


“There are thousands of them, there,” John said. “How could they be 
lacking for company?” 


She nodded. “That's it. I think each sonic entity has the ability to 
commune with only a few others.” 


John thought for a moment then raised both eyebrows. “They're not 
all on the same wavelength, are they?” he asked. 


“T don't know,” she said. “You would know that.” 


“Stir,” he said, handing her a large wooden spoon. She took the spoon 
as he went into the other room. He pulled open a notebook filled with more 
computer disks. He pulled one out as he walked toward a computer in his 
living room, and slipped it into the disk player. He scanned the data 
quickly, scrolling from one screen of data to the next, his eyes taking 
everything in at once, his mind absorbing all the data that was necessary. 
He slapped the desk. “Yep!” he said, turning to face her over-the-counter 
separating the living room from the kitchen. “That's it! They're on slightly 
different wavelengths! Perhaps even too slight for our instruments to pick 


up.” 
“Which would allow some to overlap,” Teri said. “Right?” 


“Yes.” He thought for a moment. “Even as we exist in three- 
dimensions, taking up three dimensional space, perhaps they exist in 
wavelengths of extremely tiny increments.” 


“Are you suggesting that sound is a different dimension?” Teri asked. 


“No, not at all,’ John said, “but I am suggesting that it somehow 
opens the door into a different perspective or medium, like the sea or the 
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alr. 


Teri brought her plate into the living room and sat down at John's 
desk. She picked up a little figurine and looked at it. The man was tied to a 
pole. 


“That's Odysseus,” John explained. “He had his men plug their ears 
with wax so they would not become enamored and crash onto the rocks as 
so many others had done before them. They sailed, safely, past the island 
of the sirens, but Odysseus had his men tie him securely to the mast so he 
could hear the songs of the sirens and live to tell the tale. He wanted to 
brave the sirens, but he wanted that experience and he needed to know 
when it was safe for his men to remove the wax from their ears.” 


“And you?” Teri asked. 


“Maybe I am the same,” he confessed. “I have always believed there 
was some truth to the tale. The sirens were supposed to be the daughters of 
Achelous.” 


“Who?” Teri asked. 


“Achelous,” John explained, patiently. “He is the god of all river gods 
and the son of Oceanus who was one of the original twelve titans or the 
major gods of the world.” 


“Like Zeus?” she asked. 


“Well, actually, you might say that Oceanus was Zeus' uncle,” John 
explained. “Oceanus is one of the sons of Gaia and Uranus' third set of 
offspring.” 


“Tt sounds confusing,” Teri said. 


John laughed. “I'm certain it is, but I have done plenty of research on 
the sirens and, as I said, I believe there is some truth to their existence.” 


“You think they came from gods, then? Or maybe demons?” 


John sighed. “You have me there,” he said. “I believe more on the 
extra-terrestrial side of the argument, but I am not convinced that they are 
not simply demons, or at least what we have come to view as demons.” 


“That would make some sense,” Teri said. She twisted her mouth 
around a bite of food, thinking. “But you said the sirens were all 
‘daughters’ of what's-his-name.” 


“Yes.” 
“The voices I am listening to are as often male as they are female.” 


“Oh,” John said. “Well, that could be, I suppose. I never considered 
that portion of the tale, closely.” 


“And they do not sound demonic,” she reminded John. 

“We haven't seen them yet,” he reminded her. 

“And you expect to?” 

“We can hear them,” John said. “Why should we stop there?” 


“Okay, I'll go along with that.” She took another bite from her fork 
then smiled at John. “You're an exciting man, John.” 


“You're an exciting woman.” 
“Maybe I'll lure you to my island,” she laughed. 


“Mmmm,” he whispered, moving closer. “You could be my personal 
siren any time you want.” 


Teri poked him in the chest with the fork. “Maybe I'll trick you into 
being my slave for a few years.” 


“That would be terrible,” he whispered as he moved closer to her, his 
lips not far from hers. “I don't know what I would do.” 


Teri slid her hand up his back to his neck and pulled him closer. “T 
know what I would have you do,” she whispered, her lips trembling, 
slightly. She pulled him to her, his lips pressing to hers. They kissed 
deeply, hungrily, the excitement of the moment exciting their passions 
even further. 


They pulled away and gazed into each other's eyes. “That was 
intense,” he whispered. 


“Don't stop,” she said softly. “Please, don't ever stop.” 
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Teri sat on the floor, among pillows, of a soundproof room in John's 
laboratory. She wore a tank top, without a bra, blue jeans and earphones. 
She relaxed, leaning back against the wall, listening to the disks, speaking 
occasionally about what she heard. She pressed a switch in her hand. It cut 
out any transmission to the sonic world and allowed her to speak, instead, 
to John and Peter. 


“This one talking to me, now, has a rough, almost bestial, voice,” she 
said, leaning forward. John watched her as she sat back against the wall 
once again. She listened for a while without saying anything, obviously 
intent on what she was listening to. She began to sweat intensely, her face 
occasionally contorted in what appeared to be fear and apprehension. 


“Are you okay?’ John asked, pressing a switch on a microphone at his 
desk. 


Teri nodded in response, putting a hand up to stop him from saying 
anything else. She said nothing. John turned a switch and anything she 
might say was instantly available to both her and Peter regardless of 
whether she pressed her handheld switch. John became concerned. He 
glanced at the readings on his computer terminal. She had a solid 
connection with whoever she was listening to. 


Teri arched her back slightly and moaned, her mouth slightly open. 
She whimpered then groaned loudly. “Oh, God!” she whispered hoarsely. 
Her left hand rode up her belly, lifting her shirt and, unabashed, she began 
rubbing her breasts, squeezing her own nipples that had become hard and 
erect. She dropped her switch and slipped her hand down the front of her 
pants and in moments was writhing, violently, against her own 
ministrations, rubbing furiously in her pants, squeezing her breasts and 
nipples violently. She bucked and arched her back in ecstasy as orgasm 
after orgasm swept over her body. She screamed in pure animalistic 
instincts, lusting for more. 


Peter watched in complete fascination, his mouth open, his left hand 
against his crotch, not quite hiding the incredible erection down the left 
side of his pants. 


“Close your mouth!” John said. “Make certain you're getting all this 
on tape!” 


Teri suddenly screamed in complete abandon, her eyes pouring tears 
of release down her face. She suddenly curled up and sobbed, jerking in 
Spasms as the orgasms continued to wash over her. She lay, sobbing, the 
earphones near her, her body still racked with the intensity of the sexual 
experience. John walked into the room and knelt down, next to her. 


“Teri,” he whispered, “are you all right?” 
She shook her head slightly. “No,” she whispered. 


It was an hour before he could get her to sit up. “What happened?” he 
asked as she sipped at a cup of coffee. She shot him a glaring stare. “I 
mean, besides the obvious.” 


“T cannot believe I did that in front of you and Peter,” she whispered. 
“T swear I won't tell anyone,” Peter assured her from the doorway. 


Teri looked up at him, then glanced at John. She smiled a little then 
the smile spread across her face. “Was it hot?” she asked, honestly. 


“You were the hottest woman I have ever seen!” Peter blurted out. “I 
mean,” he back-pedaled, “Yes, it was hot, but I don't mean that in a bad 


way. You asked. I don't —” He glanced at John. “I'm rambling again, aren't 
1?” 


John laughed then looked at Teri. 

“Did it make you hot?” she asked Peter. 
“Yes,” he said, succinctly, licking his lips. 
Teri looked at John. “How about you?” 
“Truth?” he asked. 

“Absolutely.” 

“You're spending the night tonight, right?” 


“Is that what you want?” she asked, her eyes sparkling. 


“Tt's more than want,” John confessed. “I wanted to take you.” 


“Good,” she said. “I mean, that's what it felt like. It was pure lust — 
bestial.” 


“We could see that,” both Peter and John said at the same time. 
“What happened?” John asked. 


“T was talking with the one I told you about and the more he talked to 
me, the more he seduced my mind. I knew I was masturbating in front of 
you two, but I could care less. Then it became so I wanted this siren to take 
me and I wanted you two to want me. I wanted both of you to take me 
again and again. It was so intense. I could see everything happening, both 
what I wanted and what this siren was doing to me. For all practical 
purposes, he entered my body and took me hard. He raped me and I 
wanted him to do it! I couldn't help it!” Suddenly, she sobbed at the 
memory and fell forward into John's arms. “I'm so sorry, John,” she 
whispered. 


“Tt's okay,” he said, holding her, rocking her back and forth. 


“T just could not help it,” she cried, “It was overpowering. I had no 
control.” 
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“Sirens are more real than I realized,” John said, looking through the 
glass at Teri sleeping on the pillows. 


“She looks rested now,” Peter said. “She'll need it for tonight if you 
feel anything like I do.” 


John turned and looked at Peter. “She would have made a gay monk 
feel the way you do,” he said. 


“Good thing there was a door between us and her or we might have 
done some things we might have regretted later.” 


“Certainly not at the moment, though,” John admitted. “What she 
emanated was all consuming. It was as if what she was feeling was 
infecting us, as well.” 


“Tell me something, John,” Peter said. “Why aren't you jealous, I 
mean, at least of me?” 


“Because we were all affected.” He frowned. “No, the truth is, I am 
insanely jealous. I have no wish to share her with anyone, but this was so 
far beyond that. It was beyond her control or our control. What we were 
experiencing was exactly what Odysseus experienced when he was tied to 
the mast of his ship.” 


“Do you think that was a true story, then?” Peter asked. 


“No, I do not,” John assured him. “What I believe is the tale is based 
on some fact. I wish I knew exactly what the facts were, though I suspect 
someone did, indeed, tie themselves to a mast to listen to the sirens' song.” 


“Do you think Teri was seduced by a female siren?” Peter asked, a 
hint of hope in his question. His lust was still working over- time. 


“No, she distinctly made it clear that the siren who took her was 
male.” 


“She said that he raped her, but she wanted him to rape her,” Peter 
reminded John. “What does that make it?” 


“She didn't look as if she was fighting it, did she?” John asked him. 


Peter shook his head. “Not at all.” he glanced up at John. “Does that 
bother you?” 


“T would rather it be what she wanted than something she feared. I 
would not wish any harm to her, so I'll be damned if I allow her to feel 
guilty about it in any manner.” 


“How are you going to do that?” 


“Make it a pleasant memory, I suppose. After all, she did enjoy 
herself.” 


“Yes,” Peter said, the memory of Teri's full breasts and erect nipples 
still fresh in his mind "She did, at that.” 


“T think she will need to commune with them for a few moments at a 
time so as not to get too wrapped up in their world,” John suggested. 


“What happens if she is seduced, again?” Peter asked. 


“T'll try not to allow that to happen,” John said. “Although, I don't 
know what she'll think of me stepping in if she gets involved, again.” 


“You might get more than you can handle,” Peter suggested. 


“Tl tell you both how I would feel if you had interrupted what 
happened yester- day afternoon,” Teri said, glancing up at both John and 
Peter standing in the doorway of the soundproof room. “I would have been 
as angry, or angrier, if you had walked in on me and a lover.” She looked at 
John. “Not that I have any other lover other than you, John. I mean, other 
than what happened.” She shook her head. “This is so confusing.” 


“Look,” John said, sitting down next to her. “I am as jealous as the 
next guy, but I understand that this is different. I will never allow it to be a 
problem between us.” he smiled. 


Teri smiled then leaned forward and kissed him. “You didn't have any 
difficulty last night,” she whispered. 


“You were insatiable,” John said. 


She sighed, heavily. “The memories were still vivid. Not just 
memories, but the sensations. When you touched me with your lips, I had 
an instant orgasm. I have never had that happen before.” 


“Lips?” Peter asked John. 
John blushed crimson. 


“Yes,” Teri said. “He was incredible. Everything he did to me was as 
if he knew exactly how to touch me and bring me to orgasm. I didn't count 
the separate orgasms, but —” 

“Twenty-seven,” John whispered. 

“What?” Peter asked, shocked. 

“Really?” Teri said. “You kept track?” 


“It became exciting to do so,” John admitted. “Besides, you were 
irresistible. I had to have you in every way.” 


“And you did,” Teri smiled seductively. “Often.” 


“Teri,” Peter said, “I have known you for a couple years and I have 
never seen you like this. You exude sexuality. You seem more lusty than 
ever, not that you weren't sexy before. You've always been sexy.” 


“Does that affect you, Peter?” 
Peter grew uncomfortable. 


John glanced up at Peter. He thought for a moment then shrugged. “I 
have to admit,” John said. “I have never had such an incredible sexual 
appetite as I have since yesterday. When I am not close to her, I want her. 
And when I am close to her, all I want to do is touch her, kiss her and take 
her.” 


“And, I like it,” Teri said, smiling and kissing John. She took his arm 
by the wrist and put it against her left breast. He squeezed it gently, pulling 
his hand away from her until only his fingers were on her breast, squeezing 
her very erect nipple. She moaned into his mouth. 


John turned to Peter. “So, how has she affected you?” 


“Come on, you guys,” Peter pleaded, “that's not fair. I'm not losing 
two friends over this. It's not worth it.” 


“T like what my sexuality does to men,” Teri whispered sensually to 
Peter. “I like what it does to John, especially, and though I want men to 
lust after me, I do not want any man to touch me except John. That hasn't 
changed.” 

“Tell us how it has affected you, Peter. We know it's affecting all of 
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us. 


“Unless you can honestly say it doesn't affect you at all!” Teri said, 
licking her lips as she leaned back against the wall. She ran her hands up 
her tank top and cupped her breasts. “You mean to tell me you haven't 
thought about these?” she asked him. She slipped her hands up her shirt 
and pulled the tank top down around her arms, exposing her two perfectly 
rounded breasts, cupping them again, her fingers squeezing her nipples. 


Peter swallowed hard, glancing at John then, when he saw that John 
was smiling mischievously, he returned his gaze to Teri, staring intently at 
Teri's breasts, watching her fondle herself. She slid one hand down her 
pants and began to rotate her hips against her hand. Peter attempted to 
stifle a moan as his hand went to his pants and the bulge in them. He 
watched her, closing his eyes occasionally, lost in his fantasy of what he 
was doing to her in his mind. Suddenly he cried out in a deep, guttural, 
groan that rose and fell for a long time as he forced his hand inside his 
pants and stroked himself without restraint. He fell against the side of the 
doorway, sobbing from the intensity of the experience. The front of his 
pants was soaked as if he had just poured a mug of beer in his lap. 


“Oh, my god,” he whispered, looking down at his pants, his hand still 
inside them, his hand still grasping himself. He glanced at Teri who was 
lying back against the wall, her hands still gently fondling her own breasts. 


“Would you care to tell us what you have been experiencing for the 
last twenty-four hours, Peter?” John asked. 


“T'll be right back,” he whispered, then turned and bolted away. He 
hadn’t gone but a few steps when he pulled his hand out and looked at it. 
“Oh my god,” he gasped. 


“Are you okay?” John asked from inside the room. 


“T just don't understand how there could be so much again so fast!” 
Peter explained. “I'll be back in a few minutes.” 


“Take me,” Teri whispered to John. “I need you.” 
John took her. He couldn't have helped himself had he wanted to. 


“This one is telling me about the past,” Teri said, sitting back against 
the wall. They had realized that she could remain relatively uninfluenced 
by the voices if she kept the communion to less than about a minute. She 
would talk for a minute, then rest for five minutes, taking that opportunity 
to share everything she had learned. 


“They have come to expect me, now,” Teri said. “They all have 
something to say, share or do before I even get to them.” She smiled. 
“Especially those who are lustful.” 


“They are not all lustful?” John asked. 


“No,” she said. “Some want their carnal needs fulfilled. Others have a 
lust for intellectual communion. Many are lonely and seek a mate. Those 
are primarily female. They might account for the sirens you have read 
about. The one I just finished speaking with has told me that it used to be 
that their kind and humans could often commune, but there were some 
difficulties involved because humans, in general, fear what they do not 
understand. They became known as demons and gods, never as just 
another species of creature occupying the same planet.” 


“They are indigenous to our world, then?” 


“T don't know,” Teri said. “He didn't say. He did explain that there are 
different species of their race. Some of them, and here, I wasn't certain of 
the overall percentage, would, um... consume — would be the best word, I 
think — the human they were communing with. Some sirens consumed 
people maliciously. Apparently, some of them can act as a doorway for 
humans but only if they are in communion. Eventually, the sonic world 
species became like a plague to the humans. Eventually, the human race 
outlived the plague just as they did the black plague of the middle ages. 
Humans developed a resistance to the communion between the people of 
the sonic realm and themselves. The human descendants became deaf to 


the sirens, so all communication between our two worlds — good or evil 
— was lost forever.” 


“Probably not completely,” John said to Peter. “I'd be willing to bet 
that every person who has thought he heard voices or was subject to 
moments of, shall we say, wanton delight, were subject to our friends in 
the sonic world. Some were just more susceptible than others.” 


“What about Teri?” Peter asked. “She seems to be very receptive, but 
she never was before. What does that mean?” 


“Our equipment is bridging the gap for her, for all of us,” John 
suggested. He studied the readings on the computer. “She has an incredible 
connection right now,” he said. 


“John,” Peter said fearfully. Then, more forcefully: “John!” 


John looked up at Peter then followed Peter's gaze to the room where 
Teri stood, her arms stretched out to either side in abandon, her back 
slightly arched, her head back, but most importantly, she stood a foot off 
the floor, oblivious to all around her, the earphones still on her head... 


“Teri?” he whispered. “Are you okay? 


John and Peter walked toward the glass, speechless. “Jesus,” Peter 
whispered. 


Then, in seconds, Teri dematerialized and the headphones fell to the 
floor. 


“Oh, god! No!” John screamed and rushed into the room, but it was 
too late. Teri was gone. 
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“Come on, Peter!” John yelled to his friend. “She has to be there 
somewhere!” 


“T am looking for anything that could lead us to her!” Peter said. 
“She has to be on the same frequency we just had her!” John yelled. 
“Damn it!” Peter said in frustration as he sat back into his chair. 
“What?” John demanded. 


“We lost the use of the transmitter!” Peter jumped around from 
transmitter to transmitter, then nodded. “Okay,” he said. “We have another 
one in the same area in a little over six hours.” 


“Six hours?” John asked angrily. 
“Better than six days!” Peter reminded him. 
“Jesus! Anything could happen to her in six hours!” John screamed. 


“And probably is,” Peter assured him. “Deal with it. It doesn't seem 
as if she is, or was, taken against her will. She should be fine.” 


“And that's supposed to make me feel better?” John demanded. 


“Tt did before!” Peter reminded him. “Don't let that green monster 
cloud your wonderful brain.” 


“T don't know if I can handle this!” John said, putting his hands 
against the glass and looking beyond, into the empty room. He leaned his 
forehead against the glass and wept. He felt a comforting hand on his 
shoulder. 


“T will do anything you ask to help you two, John,” Peter whispered. 
“You ask it, I'll do it. Anytime, anyplace.” 


John turned and looked at his friend. “Why?” 


Peter shook his head, shrugged and bit his lip as tears streamed down 
his cheek. “I don't know, but in the last twenty-four hours, I fell in love 
with both of you. I couldn't imagine being without the two of you. It's as if 


my heart opened up and I knew what I should have been experiencing all 
my life. Total abandon in all my feelings. I know what it's like to be your 
friend and Teri's friend for the first time since I have known either of you.” 
He shook his head. “I'm rambling, aren't I?” 


“No,” John said. “I haven't known Teri that long and yet I know I love 
her. I love her more than I have ever loved any woman. I know I will love 
her more than I will ever love another if I should lose her.” 


John pulled Peter into his arms. “And I do feel that I have the best of 
friends in you, Peter. You aren't rambling. You never have rambled.” 


The two of them tured to the empty room and looked at it, silently. 
After a few moments, Peter nodded. “All right, pal. You name the plan, 
we'll do this together. If you want me to go in, I will.” 


“No,” John said, smiling. “The earphones didn't remain on Teri 
because they were still connected to the equipment here, but everything 
else she wore disappeared with her. I have an idea.” 


“You always do.” 
“We have work to do.” 


John and Peter pulled equipment apart, tearing apart three laptops, 
and worked feverishly to adapt the parts to be exactly what they required. 
Solder smoke filled the room. Peter took a list of items with him and ran to 
the hardware store. John made a quick trip to his and Peter's apartments 
and returned with fencing sabers, belts, sheaths and a welding torch. They 
met at the lab again and finished the modifications on all their equipment. 


With ten minutes to spare, they made final tests. Both of them wore 
belt packs with a steel casing protecting compact, minimalized laptops, 
with spare power units down the right legs. They both wore earplug 
earphones with a wire transmitter near their mouth. Connected to their 
belts they wore small, metal, wallet-sized boxes that would be the secret to 
their success, should they have it. Their sabers, they wore at their sides, 
each with a strap of wire welded to them. They had attached the wire to 
another small box connected to the saber's sheath. 


“How much time will we have?” John asked Peter. 


“The transmitter will only be free for three minutes,” Peter said. “We 
have to be in within that time or we're not going in until tomorrow at our 


normal time.” 
“Then we go in now,” John agreed. “Let's go.” 


They set their equipment to connect them automatically to the 
transmitter the moment it came on. “Here,” John said to Peter, handing 
him a sheet of words. “Do you sing?” 


“Not worth a damn,” Peter said. 


“Me either. Just do your best. Say these words. They are the same 
ones Teri was saying when she entered.” 


“What does it mean?” 


“From what I can tell, they are a request to enter their realm,” John 
said. 


“Are you sure?” 
“No. Just sing like Teri.” 


Peter laughed. “You're dreaming. I tell you what, though, I hope they 
have something to eat in there, because if they don't and we get stuck in 
there, we're going to get mighty hungry.” 


“T don't think we'll consume the same kind of foods they do. But that's 
a good point, Peter. You know you don't have to come with me,” John said. 
“T can do this alone.” 


“Give me a break,” Peter said. “If you could do all this alone then 
why did you hire me? Besides, I would no more let you go in there alone 
than I would let my own dick go in there alone. Where you go, I go. Got 
it?” 

“T've got it,” John said. “Forget I said anything. I was just being 
dramatic.” 


“We're a team, buddy. You, me and Teri. That's just how it is. One 
day, maybe I'll find a woman worth a damn and I'll round us out, but until 
then, we're it.” 


“Tt's time!” John said watching the timer on his computer, through the 
glass of the room, counting down. 


They heard the connection made in their earphones. Both began 
singing, closing their eyes, seeking the communion Teri had made earlier. 


It came on them quickly. 


A question was put to them from the other side. John chose a Greek 
phrase he was vaguely aware meant that he was lost and alone. Peter 
echoed his every word. Slowly, meticulously, John continued to choose 
passages that would offer their yearning as well as a pleading to be 
allowed in. He shoved the fear aside that continued to rack his brain. He 
knew time was slipping away. 


“How are we for time?” he asked Peter in the darkness. 
“T don't know,” he answered. 


“T fear, we are not going to make it,” John said, then frowned. His 
voice seemed to have lost the echo it did in the room. He opened his eyes 
and realized they were already open. “We're here.” 


“So, I see,” Peter agreed. “It's not what I was expecting.” 


John glanced at the floor and realized he was not standing in the 
conventional sense of the word. He was floating just as he had seen Teri 
floating in the room shortly before she disappeared. A luminescent form 
floated toward them. 


“I have your back,” Peter whispered, then spun to put his back against 
John's. “Just keep me posted about what we’re dealing with.” 


“T will,” John assured him. 


The apparition stopped a few feet in front of John. It was vaguely 
humanoid in form, with a ghostly appearance, wearing a gown of white. Its 
head was elongated, alien in shape, the eyes tear-shaped, the nose small 
and unobtrusive. “You have not come to commune,” it said in less than a 
singsong voice and in a language John understood. 


“You speak English?” John asked. 


“No more than you speak my language,” the apparition said. “Here, 
we speak in meanings, not words.” 


“You found us quickly,” John said. “How is it that you knew where to 
find us?” 


“T do not understand the question. You were here. I came to you.” The 
apparition studied John and his equipment for a moment. “You must 
leave.” 


“Will you force me to leave?” John asked. 

“T do not have the power to do that.” 

“How about the one who allowed us to enter?” 
“T am the doorway that you used to enter.” 


“T understand,” John said, smiling. The apparition could allow him to 
enter or leave, but it could not force him to leave. That was good to know. 
“Where is the woman who came here earlier?” John asked bluntly. 


“The one who calls herself Teri?” the apparition asked, smiling. “Oh, 
she is a wondrous creature. A delight we haven't tasted in millennia. She is 
with the lustiest of beasts.” The apparition shook his head. “You would not 
wish to go there as they would not be as accepting of your presence as I 
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am. 
“Let us decide,” John told him. “Just take us to her.” 
“You wish to remove her from our world, do you not?” 
“Yes.” 
The apparition laughed then moved off a few feet. “Come.” 


John willed himself to follow the apparition as it seemed to be the 
only means of locomotion. He soared after the ghostly alien as if he had 
been doing so all his life. Peter moved to his side. 


“This isn't so difficult,” Peter said. “Although, I am not certain what 
we're going to be up against.” 


“T am not certain I will be able to handle what I fear I'll be forced to 
witness,” John confessed. 


“We're in this together,” Peter reminded him. “And, Teri is depending 
on us to get her out of here.” 


The two of them followed their guide through the inky darkness until 
they came to an alcove of dark, crimson luminescence at the center of 
which sat a dais. Draped across the dais lay Teri, her fair skin and light 
thatch of hair between her legs visible to all, including the three 
dragonesque creatures, each twice the size of a man, that milled about her. 
One slipped between her legs and began taking his pleasure with her as 
another held her wrists, not to subdue her, but, instead, to add a sense of 


pleasure to her. The third licked his sinewy, long tongue across first one 
breast then another. Teri bucked and writhed in complete orgasm, crying 
out in ecstasy, tears of pleasure pouring freely down her face. When the 
creatures released her hands, she raked the back of the creature taking her, 
his hips slamming into her with every thrust, his body quivering with his 
impact. She saw nothing, but what her body allowed her to see. She was 
lost in pleasure. Nothing mattered to her except her lust as the demons tore 
into her one after the other. 


Peter and John stopped, seemingly, thirty feet above Teri's seduction. 
“Jesus,” Peter whispered. “It's horrific, yet incredible.” 


“Oh, god,” John whispered. “I just want to remain where we are and 
watch!” His fingers fumbled with his belt, the dark recesses of his mind 
somehow reminding him why he was here. Suddenly, the scene changed. It 
was still sexual, but much clearer in John's eyes as he altered the 
frequency. He adjusted the knob on the box, slightly, until he was no 
longer affected by the scene but could still see it. He reached over and did 
the same for Peter. 


“Ready?” John asked him. 


“At your back!” Peter said as both of them pulled their sabers and 
flipped a switch on the boxes on the sheathes. A slight hum pulsed through 
their blades. 


“Let's go!” John yelled as both of them descended on the 
monstrosities. The three dragonesque demons turned, as one, to face their 
attackers, keenly aware that they were being attacked by humans. One of 
the creatures pulled away from between Teri's legs as she grabbed at him, 
screaming for him to return to her, his member still dripping with his lust. 
John wasted no time, but leaped straight toward him. The demon leaped 
upward, toward John, his taloned arms reaching for the smaller human. 
John was intercepted by another of the demons, but he saw the demon a 
moment before it struck him. He swept his blade in a simple arc in front of 
him, severing both arms from the body. Behind him, Peter severed the 
head from the second of the creatures. 


Streaking toward them were a myriad of forms of black, shrouded 
creatures led by the alien apparition that had led John and Peter here. The 


dark forms were tiny, bat-like demons, intent on destroying the invaders 
with sheer numbers. 


“Get Teri!” Peter said. “I'll hold them off!” 


The remaining demon backed away for a moment, placing his right 
talon on Teri's milk-white thigh. “This cannot be!” he growled at John. 
“Your weapons should have no effect on us, in our realm!” 


“Tt is the very essence of your realm that makes it possible to attack 


you!” John yelled at the remaining demon. “Get away from her!” 


“She is mine!” the demon screamed at John in defiance. 


John leaped into the demon's face and struck at the right arm, 
severing the wrist from the arm. John reached down and pulled Teri to 
him. She was incoherent and weak. He held her around her waist, with his 
left arm, as the smaller demons attacked at the command of the larger 
demon, unwilling to let her out of his world now that he had her. Peter 
backed toward John and the pair of them fought the demons away. 


“Now!” Peter said in a lull of the attack. The remaining dragonesque 
demon leaped toward them as John spun the dial at his belt and pulled Teri 
into his arms. A frequency change surged though wiring around his body 
and he phased out of the demon's world and into the center of a park in his 
own world. The dragonesque demon slammed through the temporary 
portal as well as dozens of the smaller demons. 


A moment later, Peter, wounded and bleeding, fell face first into the 
dirt next to John as more of the dark, smaller demons and the alien 
apparition sped through behind him. All of them, disoriented and aware 
they were now clearly visible, fled into the night. John reached forward 
and felt at Peter's neck. He was alive. Teri was also alive, though John was 
certain she was not going to be herself for a while. 


“Am I still in hell?” Peter mumbled as he crawled to his knees. 


John pulled his shirt off and put it on Teri, hoping to offer her some 
form of modesty. 


Peter sat up and looked at his left arm. It was bleeding badly from a 
wound that stretched from his upper arm to his forearm. He pulled his shirt 
off and wrapped it around his arm. “I think we need to get somewhere, 
quickly, or we're going to raise some eyebrows real soon.” 


“My apartment is closest,” John suggested, “and in the dark, we 
should be able to get there without too many people seeing us.” 


Later, Peter and John sat at the table. Teri was in John's bed, 
intermittently crying and moaning in pleasure. “What do we do, now?” 
Peter asked. 


“T don't know,” John said. “How do we explain that we let demons 
loose on the world or that we fought them?” 


“The cops will think we're nuts,” Peter agreed. 


“Clergy will only agree there have always been demons,” John said. 
“But, they'll say that as they lock the lunatic asylum door behind us.” 


“What about your research?” Peter asked. 


“IT don't know what to do about that, either. I think I need to destroy 
all my notes and turn my attention to something else.” 


“What's the plan?” Peter asked. 
“Demon hunting?” 
“Tf that's what you wish then that's what we'll do,” Peter said. 


Both men looked up as Teri walked into the room. “Are you two 
okay?” she asked, leaning against the door jamb. 


“Us?” John asked. “What about you?” 

“T am certain both of you saw more than you needed to,” she said. 
“We expected something extreme,” Peter admitted. 

“Well, I am okay,” she assured them. 


“Tt's not like anything I can explain. It must have looked as if they 
were taking me against my will in the worst of ways.” 


Both men shrugged. 


“The truth is, I couldn't get enough. There was something about them 
I can't explain. Now, looking back, no I wouldn't want to do it again, but if 
I were thrust into the same predicament, I am certain I would remember 
and want it just as bad as before.” 


She looked at John and Peter. Neither knew what to say to her. “You 
must think I am terrible,” she whispered, biting her lip. 


John and Peter both remembered watching her from above the dais 
and just how intense the feeling had been. “No,” John said. “It isn't like 
that at all. You are still the woman I met the other night.” 


“That's nice of you to say,” she said. 
“T do mean it,” John assured her. 
“Trust me,” Peter said. “You're still Teri to us.” 


She smiled at both of them then turned back toward the bedroom and 
walked away, singing a soft song of the sirens. Peter put his face in his 
hands in anguish. John stood up and looked at the bedroom door as it 
closed. “I'll be back,” he said. 


“Not soon,” I suspect, Peter said. 

“No, not soon.” 

Peter watched John disappear into the bedroom. 

“Come to have your way with the demon's wench?” Teri asked. 
“As often as I wish,” John assured her. 


Peter pulled a piece of paper towel apart and plugged his ears with the 
pieces. It wasn't wax, but it would do. John could handle Teri, but there 
were demons loose on the land and an entire realm of otherworldly 
creatures still at large. The realm was a pandora's box just waiting to be 
opened. He shook his head. He wondered if there were others that knew 
the secrets of the other realm and were actively doing something about it. 
The thought of he and John and a nymphomaniac siren being the only 
defense against a netherworld was not exactly comforting, but it would be 
a new twist on his life. 


Peter lay on the couch, looking up at the ceiling. He wondered, idly, 
what it would be like to have three sirens accost him. He remembered 
Teri's ordeal. “Oh, wait,” he whispered to himself. “Female sirens, I 
mean!” 
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The two of them ran from the forest onto the grassy slopes. Behind 
them, five thieves chased them. The thieves had slaughtered their family. 
What they wanted with the girl was obvious. Her brother ran next to her, 
urging her to run faster. 


“Aaron! I cannot run any farther!” she cried as she fell to the ground. 


“You have to!” Aaron pleaded. “They are right behind us.” Aaron 
glanced up as five men rushed toward them from the trees. Aaron pulled 
his sister, Camille, to her feet and pulled her after him. They continued to 
run, though they were losing ground against their pursuers. Less than a 
hundred yards separated them from degradation and death. Aaron pulled at 
his sister. 


They topped a rise and bolted down the other side toward the trees of 
the forest. “We can lose them there!” he said. 


“You said that last time!” she cried. “And, they're still behind us!” 


“They're farther behind. We can do it!” He glanced over his shoulder 
as they came over the rise behind them. They bolted over and sped after 
the two youths. Aaron forced himself and his sister to run faster. They fled 
into the trees ahead of the five men, searching paths they had grown 
familiar with during their lives. They ran, fleeing along the trail, crossing 
through thicker sections of the forest to other trails they knew were there, 
with the hope they would lose their pursuers. 


They ran on, but the men had lust in their eyes and their hearts. They 
had lust for the woman and the boy for blood. They ran on, when one 
would lose sight of the prey, another would pick it up again by listening or 
spying a movement. 


“Aaron,” Camille gasped, falling to the ground. “I cannot go on.” 
“You have no choice. You know what they will do!” 


“Kill me now,” she said. “Please!” 


“Even if I had my knife, I wouldn’t.” He yanked her to her feet. “Now 
run!” He forced her ahead of him and they continued. 


“T wish we were lions,” he said between gasps of air to his sister. 
“Then we could fight them.” 


“Or an eagle so that we could fly to freedom,” she shot back. 
“T'd rather fight,” he said angrily. 


The two of them ran on. They were running out of options and Aaron 
knew it. Ahead of them they would come to the edge of a cliff. There, they 
would have to climb down, carefully, or face their attackers. Aaron was 
slightly built and young. He was fifteen and had not yet filled out into what 
would be his adult stature. His sister was a year older. She was comely as 
any woman he had seen. It was her beauty these men wanted to sample, 
each in their turn. They had made that clear and that was when the trouble 
began. Their father fought them, killing one before the rest descended on 
him and his mother. Aaron had been returning from the woodshed and saw 
the attack. He had grabbed his sister's hand, pulled her from the scene and 
fled with her, but the men had seen them and chased them, immediately. 


They burst from the forest and across the open space toward the edge 
of the cliff. The two of them stopped at the edge and glanced down to the 
bottom of the canyon, hundreds of feet below them. 


“There is nowhere to go from here,” Camille said, breathing hard, her 
breast heaving. 


Aaron shook his head. “We’Il climb down.” 


There was a sound behind them and the two of them turned to look as 
the men emerged from the forest, stopped and looked at the two youths. 
The leader, a bearded man, leaned over and put his hands on his knees and 
caught his breath. He looked up and studied the two youths, Camille in 
particular. “You two have led us on a merry chase,” he said. “But that's 
over.” 


Two of the men began to move forward but the leader held them back 
with a motion of his hand. He stood to his full height and nodded. “Let me 
handle this,” he said, drawing his short sword, advancing forward. 


“Aaron,” Camille whispered, frightened. “I'm afraid.” She reached 
over and took Aaron's hand in hers and squeezed it. 


“T'm sorry,” he whispered. “I'm sorry I am not able to protect you.” 


Camille looked at the canyon behind them. “I will not let them take 
me,” she said. 


Aaron glanced at her then the canyon below them. He nodded. If you 
go, we go together.” 


A breeze blew past them. Camille smiled at him and nodded. “Okay,” 
she said. “I won't be afraid if we are together.” 


Aaron glanced at the approaching man. His four companions were 
close behind him. The men were a dozen feet from Aaron and Camille. “If 
you come any closer, we will jump,” Aaron warmed them. 


“Ah, and die?” the man said, spreading his hands and tilting his head 
in mock sympathy. “You would send your sister to her death?” 


“Better than what you have in mind,” Camille said. 


“All we want is to share a little of what you have. When we're 
finished, we will continue on our way. You will still be alive and you 
might enjoy yourself. Just allow yourself to have a good time.” As he 
spoke, he took a small step forward. 


“Rape and murder is not my idea of a good time,” she said, taking a 
tentative step backwards. Rocks and dirt tumbled into the canyon below. 
She squeezed Aaron's hand. 


“If you agree, we will not kill your brother,” he offered. 


Camille shot Aaron a glance. There was a battle going on in her heart. 
Aaron shook his head. “They'll kill me anyway and have their way with 
you then kill you when they're done.” 


“Maybe not,” she said. 
“Don't do this for me,” he whispered. “T'll throw myself over first.” 


She glanced at the approaching men, each sneaking another step 
forward. She looked back at Aaron. “Okay,” she agreed. 


Aaron glanced beyond her and frowned in confusion. Below them, it 
appeared as if a wall of water was rushing across the floor of the canyon, 


but it wasn't water, just the force of the wind crushing every plant in its 
path. Boulders exploded in a burst of powder. Aaron was transfixed by 
what they saw, as was Camille, but a motion to his side warned him of the 
impending danger. The men had taken the opportunity to rush toward 
them. Aaron gave himself no time to think, but grabbed Camille's arm and 
pushed, forcing them both over the edge of the cliff. He felt the man latch 
onto Camille's arm, but his grip slipped as the two of them fell. He 
watched as the man's comrades grabbed their leader and kept him from 
falling after them. 


Aaron turned and looked at Camille as they fell. “Good-bye,” he said. 
“T'll see you in the next life,” she promised. 


They fell to the earth just as the wind, clouded in the white fog of 
bursting rocks engulfed them. The men watched from above, the leader 
shaking his head. “What a waste,’ he said. “She was a fine looking girl.” 


“What the hell?” another said, peering through the spreading dust. A 
sudden flurry of air shifted the wind aside and a huge, birdlike creature 
rose toward them. The beast was enormous and had the head, wings and 
claws of an eagle. Its hindquarters were that of a lion. In her claws another 
beast, identical except that instead of wings, it had spikes along its back 
and its head crest. The men turned to run, but the great, winged griffon 
soared over the edge of the cliff and landed between the men and the safety 
of the forest. The gryphons-the spiked male and the winged female-turned 
to face the men. The five of them backed fearfully away from the beasts, 
one losing his footing to plummet, screaming, to the ground below. As the 
other watched the beasts move toward them, the sickening sound of a body 
smashing against the rocks, below, sounded behind them. 


“What the hell do we do?” one of the men asked the leader. 
He shook his head. “I don't know.” 


“Tt's those kids,” one of the men said. “They've been changed, 
somehow.” 


“That's ridiculous,” the leader said. 


“The wind of change,” another said. “Maybe that was it. I thought I 
heard the wind. Maybe it changed them.” 


“Tt's all nonsense.” 


“Nonsense or not,” the first said, “they're real and they look angry.” 
“And hungry,” another agreed. 


“Then let's kill the bastards,” The leader said, brandishing his sword. 
The others looked at the leader then at one another. 


“You're crazy!” one of them said. 
“The alternative is death,” the leader explained. 


The four men charged, each meaning to kill the huge beasts in front 
of them. Claws and beaks tore at them, ultimately tearing, impaling and 
tossing bodies over the edge of the cliff. The two beasts looked to the 
canyon floor and the five corpses lying broken among the rocks. The 
spiked gryphon nodded his head. 


The winged gryphon took flight and circled her companion. They had 
had their vengeance and justice. Together, the two of them made their way 
into the forest and to the valley below. They would have to search out a 
new life for themselves, but they had lived through the ordeal and they had 
the company of one another. 


NEXT ISSUE 


RuneE-TEcH: A crimson, monolithic building erects itself overnight 
on an empty lot in the middle of the city. The building is of arcane origins 
but has technological aspects about it as well. A special team is brought in 
to unravel the mystery of the building after a swat team is massacred in the 
foyer of the building. How it came to be in the city in a single night and 
where it came from baffles the team until they reach the upper level of the 
building which they can only do by fighting every step of the way. 


